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The  fair works  scan  throughly.    Not  of the
Worm there                                                   2770

Was aught to be seen now, but the edge had un-
done him.
Heard I then that in howe of the hoard was

bereaving,

The old work of the giants, but one man alone,
Into his barm laded beakers and dishes
At hisj very own doom ; and the sign eke he took,
The brightest of beacons.    But the bill of the old

lord

(The edge was of iron) erewhile it scathed
Him who of that treasure hand-bearer was
A long while, and fared a-bearing the flame-dread
Before the hoard hot, and welling of fierceness 2780
In the midnights, until that by murder he died.

In haste was the messenger, eager of back-fare,
Further'd with fretted gems. Him longing fordid
To wot whether the bold man he quick there shall

meet
In  that mead-stead, e'en  he  the  king   of the

Weders,

All sick of his might, whereas he erst left him.
He fetching the treasure then found the king

mighty,

His own lord, yet there, and him ever all gory
At end of his life; and he yet once again